Rye. 1 cannot now imagine what made us accept; it was
not the kind of thing we were in the habit of doing, especi-
ally when invited by a comparative stranger. But accept
we did and spent a week-end in what was later to be our
beloved 'Forecastle', making enquiries regarding available
houses. But the time was not yet ripe and we found nothing
suitable though we did spend most of the following winter
in Rye. The period cottage and an admirable servant were
lent to John for six months by their owner, who happened
to be another champion of The Well of Loneliness.
Whenever we could tear ourselves from police courts and
lawyers we hurried down by car to the cottage, where the
faithful Mabel Bourne would be there to greet us with
blazing fires and her genius for cooking. It was very ugly,
the little cottage in. those days. Its Tudor charms were
disguised almost beyond recognition by masses of hetero-
geneous junk and it rocked and swayed in the great sou-
westerly gales while Mabel hung up blankets to keep out
the draughts. The bath-water was temperamental and we
had only oil lamps, but to us it was a heavenly haven of
peace in winch we pulled ourselves together for the next
round before plunging back into the battle. . . ,
There was something jovial and carefree about that
cottage, something that suggested * Yo, ho, ho and a botde
of rumP It seemed pleasantly haunted by lawless shades
and its view of the Marsh was peerless. From my bed in
the little room where I slept I could see the Gris Nez light-
house on clear days and from the windows three other
lighthouses flashing.
The timber ships with their tall masts and their brown
sails would make their way past it along the Rother . . .
but why should I attempt to write again what John has
immortalized in The Sixth Beatitude ?...
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